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The 'Tragedy of Cjmbeline, 



Why I fhould yeeld to thee? 

Clot. Thou Villaine bafe, 

Know'ft me not by my Cloathes? 

Cut. No, nor thy Taylor, Rafcall: 

I Who is thy Grandfather ? He made thofc cloathes. 
Which (as it feemes) make thee. 

Clo. Thou precious Varlet, 

| My Taylor made them not- 

j Gtti. Hence then, and thanke 

J The man that gauc them thee. Thou art foilit Fodle, 

II am loath to bcate thee. 

Clot. ThouiniuriousTheefc, 

Heare but my name, and tremble. 

Gui. What’s thy name t 

Clo. Cloten, thou Villaine. 

gut. Cl° teH > l hou double Villaine be thy name, 

I cannot tremble at it, were it Toad,or Adder, Spider, 

’ Twould moue me fooner. 

Clot. To thy further fearc, 

Nay, to thy meere Confufion, thou fhalc know 
I am Sonne to’rh’Quecnc. 

Gtti. I am forry for’t: not feeming 
So worthy as thy Birth. 
pot. Art not afeard ? 

gui. Thofc that I reuercnce, thofc I fcatc: the Wife: 
At Fooles I laugh ; not fearc them. 

Clot, Dye the death : 

When I haueflaine thee with my proper hand. 

He follow thofc that euen now fled hence: 

And on the Gates of Luds-7owne let your heads: 

Yecld Rufticke Mountaineer. Fight and Exeunt. 
Enttr Belarim and Aruiragm, 

Bel. No Companie’s abroad ? 

Arui, None in the world: you did miftakc him furc. 
Bel. I cannot tell: Long is it fince I faw him. 

But Time hath nothing blurr’dthofe lines of Fauour 
Which then he wore: the fnarches in his voice. 

And burft of fpcaking were as his: I am abfolute 
'Twas very Cloten. 

Arui. In this place we left them; 

I wifh my Brother make good time with him. 

You fay he is fo fell. 

Bel. Being fcaife made vp, 
il meane to man; he had noc apprehenfion 
Of roaring terrors: For defeft of iudgement 
Is oft the caufe of Feare. 

Enter Guidsrim. 

But fee thy Brother. 

Gut. This Cloten was a Foole, an empty purle, 

There was no money in’t: Not Hercules 
Could haue knock’d out his Braincs, for he had none; 
Yeti not doing this, the Foole had borne 
My head, at I do his. 

< Bel. What haft thou done ? 

Gut. 1 am perfeift what: cut off one Clotens head, 
Sonne to the Q^iecne (after his owne report) 

Who call’d me Traitor, Mountaineer, and fwore 
With his owne (ingle hand heel’d take vs in, 

Di fplace our head s, w here (thanks the Gods) they grow 
And let them on Luds-Towne. 

“Bel. We are all vndonc. 

Gut, Why, worthy Father,what haue we to loofe. 
But that he lwore to take, our Liues ? the Law 
Proretfts n< t vs, then why fhould we be tender. 

To let an arrogant peeceofflefh threat vs? 

Play Judge, and Executioner, all himfelfe ? 


company 


I MU me i.aw. w 
Difcoueryou abroad ? 

Bel. No Angle foule 
Can we fet eye on: but in all fafe reafon 
He muft haue fome Attendants. Thouah hi. u 
Was nothing but mutation, I, and that° onot 
From one bad thing to worfc: Not Frenzie 
Not abfolute madnefle could fo farre haue raud 
To bring him heerc alone: although perhap. 

It may be heard at Court, that fuch as wee^ 

Caue heere, hunt heerc, are Ouc-Iawes, and in ’ 

May make fome ftrongcr head, the which he hr!”* 
(As it is hkc him) might breake out, and f»p,. nn S» 
Heel’d fetch vs in, yet is’t not probable C 
To come alone, either he fo vndertaking. 

Or they fo fuffering: then on good around 
Ifwe do feare this Body hath a taile efe#w » 

More perillous then the head. 

Arui. LetOrd’nance 
Come as the Gods fore-fay it: howfoere 
My Brother hath done well. 

'Bel, I had no minde 


T o hunt this day: The Boy Fideles fickencffe 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gut. With his owne Sword, 

Which he did waue againft my throat, I haue tane 
His head from him: lie throw’c into the Creeke 
Behinde our Rocke, and let it to the Sea, 

And tell the Fifties, hec’s the Queenes Sonne Clot* 
Tla:’s all Ireakc. Sxit. * 

Bel. I feare ’twill be reueng’d: 

W ould (Polidere) thou had’ft not done’t: though valm,. 
Becomes thee well enough. 8 VJlol,r 

Ami. Would Ihacfdone’t: 


So the Reuenge alone purfu’dc me: Polidort 
I loue thee brotherly, but enuy much 
Thou haft robb’d me of this deed: I would Reunites 
Thacpoffible ftrength might meet,wold feck vs through 
And put vs to our anfwer. 8 

Bel. Well,’tis done: 

Wce’l hunt no more to day, nor feeke for danger j 
Where there’s no profit. Iprythee to our Rocke, 

You and Fidele play the Cookes: lie flay 
Till hafty Pofidore returnc, and bring him 
To dinner prcfently. 

Arui. Poore fickc Fidele, 
lie willingly to him, to gainc his colour, 

Il’d let a parifh of fuch Clotens blood. 

And praife my felfe for charity. Exit. 

Bel. Oh thouGoddeffe, 

Thou diuine Nature; thou chy felfe thou blazon’d 
In thefe two Princely Boyes: they are as gentle 
As Zephires blowing below the Violet, 

Not wagging his fwcet head; and yet,as rough 
(Their Royall blood enchaf’d) as the rud’ft winde, 

I hat by the top doth take the Mountaine Pine, 

And make him ftoopc to th’Vale. ’Tis wonder 
That an iRuifible inftin£t fhould frame them 
T o Royalty vnlearn’d, Honor vntaught, 

Ciuility not feene from other: valour 


That wildcly growes in them, but y eclds a crop 
At jfic had beene fow’d: yet ftill it’s ftrange 
What Clotens being heere to vs portends. 

Or what his death will bring vs. 

Enter Guiderem. 

Cui. Where’s my Brother? 
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I h^ue fent Clotens Clot-po le do wne the ftreame, 

In Embsffi; to his Mother; his Bodie's hoftage * 

For his return., Solemn Mufick, 

•BtU My ingenuous Inftrument, 

(Hcarke Polidere) it founds: but what occafioa 
Hath Cadwal now to giue it motion ? Hearke, 

Gut. Is he at Home? 

Bel. He went hence euen now. 

Gui. What does he meane ? 

Since death of my dect’ft Mother 
It did not (peake before. All folcmnc things 
Should anfwer folcmnc Accidents. The matter? 
Triumphes for nothing, and lamenting Toyes, 

Is iollity for Apes, and greefe for Boyes. 

Is CadwaU mad ? 

Enter Aruiragm , with Imogen dead ) hearing 
her t* hss Armes. 

Bel. Looke, heere he comes. 

And brings the dire oecafion in bis Armes 
Of what we blame him for. 

Arui, The Bird is dead 
Thatwehauemadefomuchon. I hadrather 
Haue skipt from fixteene yeares of Ag ,to fixey • 

To haue turn’d my leaping time into a Crutch, 

Then haue feene this. 

Gut. Ohfwceteft, fayreft Lilly : 

My Brother weares thee not the one halfe fo well 
As when thou grew’ft thy lclfe, 

Bel. Oh Melancholly, 

Who euer yet could found thy bottome? Finde 
The Ooze, to ftiew what Coaft thy fluggifti care 
Might’ft eafileft harbour in. Thou blefled thing, 
loue knowes what man thou might’ft haue made: but I, 
Thou dycd’ft a moil rare Boy, oQMelancholly. 

How found you him ? 

Arui. Starke,asyou fee: 

Thus finding, as fome Fly had tickled (lumber. 

Not a.deatns dart being laugh’d at: his right Checks 
Repofing on a CuCbion. 

Gui. Where? 

Arui. O’ch’floore: 

His armes thus leagu’d, I thought he flcpt,and put 
My elowted Brogues from off my feete, whofc rudeneffe 
Anfwer’d my fteps too lowd. 

Gui. Why,hebutfleepe$: 

If he be gone, hec’l make hisGraue, a Bed: 

With female Fay tics will his Tombc be haunted. 

And Wormes will not come to thee. 

Arui. With fayreft Flowers 
Whil’ft Sommer lafts, and I llue heere. Fide/e, 
lie fweeten thy fad grauc: thou (halt not iacke 
The Flower that's like thy face. Pale-Pnmrofc, nor 
Theazur’d Hare-bell,like thy Veincs : no,nor 
Theleafe of Eglantine, whom nor to (lander, 
Out-fwcetncd not thy breath: the Raddockc would 
With Charitable bill (Oh bill fore (haming 1 
Thofc rich-left-beyrcs, that let their Fathers lye 
Without a Monument) bring thee all this. 

Yea, and furt’d Moffe bcfidcs. When Flowrcs are none 
To winter-ground thy Coarfe«—— 

Gui. Prythee haue done. 

And do not play in Wench-like words with that 
Which is fo ferious. Let vs bury him. 

And rvot protract with admiration,what 
now d ue debt. To’th’grauc. 

Arui. Say,where (hall's lay him ? 
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Gui. By good Furtpktle, our Mother. 

Arui. Bec’t fo: 

And let vs ( Polidort ) though now our voyccs 
Haue got the mannifti cracke, fing him to’th’ground 
As once to our Mother: vie like note, and words, 

Saue that Eurifhile, muft be Fidele . 
gui. CadsvaS, 

I cannot fing: lie wcepe,and word it with tbee; 

For Notes of forrow, out of tune.are worfe 
Then Priefts, and Phanes that lye. 

Arui. Wec’l fpeake it then. 

Bel. Great greefes I fee med’eine the leffe: For Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a Queenes Sonnt,Boyes, 

And though he came our Euemy^emember 

He was paid for that: though meane,and mighty rotting 

Together haue one duft, yet Reuerence 

(That Angell of the world) doth make difiineftion 

Ofplacc eweene high,and low. Our Foe was Princely- 

And though you tooke his life, as being our Foe, 

Yet bury him,as a Prince. 

Gui. Pray you fetch him hither, 

7 herfites body is as good as At ax. 

When ncy ther arc aliue. 

Arui. Ifyou’l go fetch him, 

Wee’I fay our Song the whil’ft: Brother begin. 

Gui. Nay Cadwall , we muft lay his head to th’Eaft, 
My Father hath a reafon tor’t. 

Arui . Tis true. 

Gtti, Come on then,andremouehim, 

Arui. So, begin. 

SONG. 

Guid. Feare no more the heate eth'Snn , 

Nor the furious Winters rages. 

Thou thy worldly tasljsafl don. 

Home artgon.and tane thy wages. 

Golden Lads,and Girles all mufi , 

As Chimnej-Sweepers come to dufi. 

Arui. Fearenomore the frowned ttiGreat 
Thou art pajl the Tirants firoake , 

Care no more to cloath and eate, 

To thee the Reede is as the Oake: 

The Scepter,Learning,Phjf eke mufi. 

All follow this and come to dufi, 

Guid. Feare no more the Lightning fla/h. 

Arui. Nor th‘all-dreaded Thunderfione. 

Gui. Feare not Slander , Cenfitrerafh. 

Arui. Tbouhafifinifb'd Ioy andmone. 

Both. All Loners young,all Loners mufi, 

Configne to thee and come to dufi . 

Guid. No Exorcifbr harme thee, 

Arui. Nor no witch-craft charme thee, 

Guid. ghofi vnlaidforbeare tbee. 

Arui. Nothing tilcomeneere thee. 

Both, fily-iet confumatton haue , 

And renowned he thygraue. 

Cuter Belarim with the body of Cloten. 

Cui. We haue done our obfequies: 

Come by him downe. 

2?e/.Heere’s a few Flowres.but ’bout midnight more J 
The hearbes that haue on them cold dew o’th’night 
Are Brewings fit’ft for Graues: vpon tbeir Faces. 

You were as Flowres, now wither’d: euen fo 
Thefe Herbelets (hall,which we vpon you drew. 

Come on.away.aparc vpon our knees: 

The ground that gauc them firft, ha’s them againe s 
Their pleafures here are paft,fo arc their paine. Exeunt. 
__ bbb I mo g e n } 
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